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Registered Trade Mark. 


2,000 Dozen 


HANDKERCHIEFS 


at Special Prices. 


250 Doz.—Ladies’ White, Black and White, | at 121g¢c. each, 


and Col’d Emb'd Handkerchiefs { Regular Price 25 cents 
$00 Doz.—Ladies’ White and Col’d Emb’d) at 15. each, 

ee \ Regular Price 25 cents 
650 Doz.—Ladies’ White, Black and White, ) at 25c. each, 

and Col’'d Emb’d Handkerchiefs § Regular Price 50 cents 
200 Doz.—Ladies’ all White F-mbroidered ) at 50c. each, 

PIMMGROICHIOES < 5.60.50 oe te scenss j Reg. Price 75c. & 1.00 
100 Doz —Ladies’ all White Embroidered } at 75c. each, 

oe | a rrr j Reg. Price 1.00 & 1.25 


These are all pure linen and all fresh and 
perfect goods of new designs. 


James [\icCutcheon & Co., 


THE LINEN STORE, 
14 West 23d Street, New York. 
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FOR APRIL. 


Hermione. Illustration for ‘‘Winter’s Tale.”..... Drawn by Edwin A. Abj 

A Battle-Ship in Action......S. A. Staunton, Lieutenant United States Ny 
Illustrations by R. F. Zogbaum. Engravings by L. l’aber and A. Lockhart. 

A Pale Girl’s Face. The History of a Scocp.. ... ...Ewan Macpherg 

ie) CM ce oho crate hiae crease o's. 0 aor eis nice eae W. D. Howe 
With Head-piece by Mildred Howells. 


Vignettes of Manhattan. V. Spring in a Side Street. . Brander Matthe 
Four Illustrations by W. T. Smedley. 


SOO WORSE. BA POC. «ao ons occ iic sec ecsees ... Elizabeth Stuart Phely 
With Illustration by F. V. Du Mond. 

OR ee ee George W. Small 

The Monument to Corder. A Story................ Eva Wilder McGlasy 

A Vigorous Politician of the Olden Time............. John Gilmer Spq 

As Told to his Grace. V. An Interrupted Story......William McLen 
With an Illustration by C. S. Reinhart. 

Winter’s Tale. With Nine Illustrations‘including Frontispiece) By Edwin A. Abt 


Comment by Andrew Lang. 


Tellby. A Novel. Part iv... ..... 


...George du Mauri 









Fifteen Illustrations by George du Maurier, 
Emperor William’s Stud-Farm and Hunting Forest. ... Poultney Bigel 
Illustrations by Frederic Remington. 
Their Story.......- Babess iat oss aren mast a oy eo terme ce George A. Hibba 
With Illustration by W. H. Hyde. Engraved by A.M. Lindsay. 
Weseeeeeeet, GF POON 5.55 csi saci cee of tates James E. Leam 
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The Writing on the Wall. A Story... .. ....... Richard Harding Da 
Oe ee Ae eee eee Owen Wisi 
Four Illustrations by Frederic Remingtun. 
An Affair of the Heatt. A Story ....... 6605. sessces. .....Grace Kig 
MNS BD CE sre oteckiccnvsstewiens Susiee esevba Charles Dudley Warm 
Monthly Record of Current Events. 
Editor’s Drawer............With Introductory Story by F. Hopkinson Sni 
ee a re eae rT Sa eat ..Laurence [ut 











There is a Snap 


In your old Spring Suit, Overcoat or Garmel 


if you send them to us to be 


REJUVENATED. 


LEWANDO’S 
French Dyeing and Cleansing 
Establishment. 


MAIN OFFICES: 


17 Temple Place, BOSTON. 365 Fifth Ave., NEW Y0 


Largest in America. Established 1829. 








Send for PRICE LIST and one of our SNAP CARD 
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ice Ki LW AY Wd MONG those who were delighted at having their names mentioned as 
Wam \\ ‘BBew. being present were: Mrs. Paran Stevens, Mrs. George L. Rives, Mrs. 
~ Pan ‘ Henry Sloane, Mr. and Mrs. Charles Albert Stevens, Mrs. Duncan Elliot 
* "e few SS Mr. and Mrs. Harry Le Grand Cannon, Mrs, Fred. Neilson, Mrs. Burke- 

" GSA Ui Roche, Mrs. Charles F. Havemeyer, Mrs. S. V. R. Cruger, Mrs. Henry Clews, 





Mrs. Oliver Harriman, Jr., Mr. Ward McAllister, Mrs. I. Townsend Burden, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. Borden Harriman, Mrs. Fernando Yznaga, and Mrs, W. 
Seward Webb. 
R. GROVER CLEVELAND, President, begs leave to acknowledge 
the receipt of one Easter egg charged with Danamite. 











EVERYTHING HAS A USE. 


‘*Wuy, THAT ULSTER IS A MILE TOO BIG FOR YOU.” THE PURPOSE. 
‘‘| KNOW IT, OLD MAN. I GOT IT THIS WAY FOR A PURPOSE.” 
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“Ohile there's Life there’s Hope.” 
VOL. XXIII. MARCH 22, 1894. No. 586. 
28 West TWENTY-THIRD STREET, NEW YORK. 


Published every Thursday. $5.00a year in advance. Postage to foreign 
countries in the Postal Union, $1.04 a year, extra. Single copies, ro cents. 

Rejected contributions will be destroyed unless accompanied by a stamped 
and directed envelope. 





) A T a recent meeting of the Ancient 
j Order of Hibernians in Brooklyn, the 
following preamble and _ resolutions 
were unanimously adopted : 


Whereas, A delegation from the A. O. H. 
of Kings County and the Irish societies waited 
on his Honor the Mayor to ask him in the 

name of 10,000 Irish-American citizens to 
fly the green flag beneath the Stars and 
Stripes on the City Hall on the 17th of 
March, St. Patrick’s Day; and 
Whereas, This request, which 
~~, was never refused by any previous 
Mayor of the city of Brooklyn, 
was very unceremoniously re- 
fused by the present one (Mayor 
Schieren), which we regard as a direct insult to every Irishman in this 
city; be it therefore 

Resolved, That we, the Irish-American citizens comprising these 
Irish organizations, offer our protest against ‘his cruel and unpatriotic 
insult, and that we shall consider it a point of good future duty to our 
people to resent the insult in every manner not in conflict with man- 
hood, justice and honor. 

On behalf of the Irish organizations, we are, 

MYLEs F. MCPARTLAND, President. 
JAMES O’DONNELL, Secretary. 
* * * 















SN’T it about time that 

a stop was put to these 

“cruel and unpatriotic in- 

# sults” to our Irish fellow-citizens ? 

w They are modest and unassuming, 
* 






the small percentage of their con- 
tribution to the criminal classes 
is well-known, their willingness to 
‘* serve their country in public office 
& \ has been frequently demonstrated and 
# ®* that any public officer should stand in the 

* way of their flying the green flag over every 

public building in the United States, not only on St. Patrick’s 
Day, but on every day in the year, is a “cruel” insult un- 
paralleled in the history of the whole human race. More 
than this, we cannot conceive how a man of Mayor Schieren’s 
intelligence could inflict such an “ unpatriotic” insult on our 
Irish fellow-citizens as to imply that the Star Spangled 


’ 





Banner ought to be a good enough flag for every American 
citizen. We think our Irish friends do quite right in threat- 
ening this presumptuous office-holder with a good old Irish 
boycott. If the people of Brooklyn ever confer another 
honor on this audacious American they deserve to have every 
Irishman leave Brooklyn and come over to New York, where 
Irishmen have at least some rights that Americans are 
bound to respect. 
** * 
UCH might be said of the attempts at tariff legisla- 
tion which at present engage the attention of our 
countrymen, but the subject is too painful to be dwelt upon 
by a journal which makes cheerfulness an aim. It is still 
doubtful whether a new bill will get through Congress, and 
whether the President will sign it if it does. The quality 
of the law of the Medes and Persians that is much 
dwelt upon in Scripture is that it altered not. How 
admirable a quality that was was never appreciated in this 
country as it is to-day. The cry of the people is for a tariff 
“that altereth not,” or at least not often, but the prospect 
of getting one that is entirely fit to keep has seldom seemed 
less inspiriting. 

We shall not get one that is just right, but we may reason- 
ably hope to get one that is better than McKinley’s. We 
shall not get it by Easter, but perhaps it will be ready before 
the Fourth of July. Let us keep our courage up. We may 
be happy yet, even though we are poor. 


* * * 


REAT popularity could be 
predicted for a picture of Mr. 
Gladstone and Lord Rosebery taken 
together, as the Old Year and the 
New. What a fine contrast they 
make, and what a fine creature the 
Y newpremieris. Gladstone is a prodigy, 
as Disraeli was a prodigy (of another 
species), but Rosebery, like Salisbury, is a 
typical English patrician. Good luck to 
-—& this young earl, with his boyish face, and 
his long, long purse, and his round head and democratic 
heart. Happy the country that sees such men as he push 
pleasure aside and bow their sturdy young shoulders to the 


burdens of the State. 
K * * 






T has been divulged in New York that the mud crust on 
which Chicago is built is not thick enough to support 
such structures as her architects impose upon it. The 
tower of the Chicago Board of Trade is sinking so fast that 
it has been determined to take it down and save the pieces. 
The Post Office is tumbling, too, and there is uneasiness 
enough in several of the very tallest buildings to warrant the 
surmise that twelve or fifteen stories is high enough for 
Chicago. That is just Chicago’s luck. When other towns 
are getting ready to limit the height of buildings by law. 
nature steps in and does it all for Chicago without a word 
or a dollar to an alderman. 


















— 


183 


ais Se 





.YAWWAS NI HOVER AHL NOdN ATASAW AS | 
é 1VNOSUGd OOL 
“IVNOSUSd OOL LATIVA AHL ANIA | 
‘NV3 YSH OGNIH3E 





‘SHA, 


ig ssi 
Pp ‘sep 








A FEW LETTERS. 


12 EMBERS AVE., 
HADES, WEST, 
March Io, 1894. 


Dear Sir: As far as I can judge 
from photographs of New York City it 

certainly contains nothing that compares 

artistically with the new LIFE building. 

It is the perfect flower of architectural 

beauty. 

Your obedient servant, 

CHRISTOPHER WREN. 





19 FURNACE LANE, 
HADES,. March Io, 1894. 
I think as Christopher does. 
Yours, 


Dear LIFE: 


INIGO JONES. 





RUE DES EAUX BOUILLANTES, 9 
ENFERS, 8 Mars, 1894. 

My Dear LIFE: Have the obligeance of to give the 
assurances of my most profound esteem and enthusiasmed 
admiration to your architects. 

I come of saying this morning same to Bruneleschi that I 
would give a million livres to be again a live bachelor in one 
apartment in that edifice. 

Your devoted, 
FRANCOIS MANSARD. 








INFERNO, 
via Cospetto, 23. 
Gentlemen : I did some 
big things myself, but 
nothing so marvelously 
beautiful as your new 
palace for LIFE. 
MICHAEL ANGELO 
BUONAROTTI. 





SIMMER LANE, HADES, 
Gentlemen: Recent 
arrivals here tell me your 
new building is to other 
monuments as wine is to 
muddy water, and that 
the figure of LIFE to go 
over your front door is 
the finest bit of sculpture 
since my work at Athens. 
I can easily believe it from 
what I have heard of Mr. 
Martiny. My congratula- 
tions. Ever your, 
PHIDIAS. 





SPARE RIBS AND CABBAGE. 


* Lire > 










ON EASTER-DAY. 
HALL it be a song or sonnet? 
Sooth! it must be something gay : 
Bess has got a stunning bonnet 
She will don on Easter-day. 
I can see her in my fancy 
As she marches up the aisle, 
With a nameless necromancy 
In the sunshine of her smile. 


She’s the loveliest of lasses 
Ever winged a Cupid-dart ; 
Every gallant, when she passes, 
Will have failure of the heart ; 
Every belle—my word upon it— 
Will with jealousy grow gray, 
When sweet Bessie in her bonnet 
Treads the aisle on Easter-day. 


I would give a feudal castle— 

(All my castles are in Spain !) 
And the wealth of lord and vassal— 
(All my wealth is in my brain !) 

If I might—to think upon it 
Fairly takes my breath away !— 
March with Bessie and her bonnet 


Up the aisle on Easter-day. 
Irving Gilmore. 





THE WAY IT WILL BE. 
OP, how are they going to collect the income tax 
when it goes into force ?” 
“ They are going to leave it to everybody’s honor, Bobby.” 
‘* Pop, will everybody that has an income have honor ? ”’ 
“Yes, Bobby, but in inverse ratio. The bigger the income, 
the less honor they will have.”’ 


6c 


SET THE STVLE. 
é¢ APA,” said the Fiji Island maiden, as she laid down 
her paper, “ I have just read that ballroom dresses 
are daily becoming more and more décolleté. What does 
that mean?” 

“Tt means, my child,” 
replied her grizzled war- 
rior father, as a flush of 
pride struggled with the 
Pacific tan on his brow, 
“it means that, uncivilized 
as they call us, we are not 
beyond establishing a pre- 
cedent !”’ 


HE china cups ard 

the cut glass tum- 

blers go the way of all 

fragile things, but the one 

breakable thing that 

Bridget never smashes, 

and you long to smash for 
her, is her own mug. 


7 oll 
— Sean Benn 





W ANTED: AN IMMEDIATE 

CHANGE OF SITUATION, BY A 
GENTLEMAN POSTED IN THE CATTLE 
BUSINESS, OBJECT, HEALTH. AD- 


DREss P. D. Q. 

















EASTER DREAMS. 





Uf Yi} 


i) 
i i)) 





~—~ ea 
ms oC =~ 2 >. 


RIVALS. 


The Poet: DiD SHE THINK MY SONNET WAS GOOD ? 
The Friend: SHE MUST HAVE. SHE DIDN’T BELIEVE YOU WROTE IT. 


AN ARTICLED CLERK. 








STOLE A MARCH. 


HE was so pious during Lent 
I thought it best to shun her, 
So she’d have leisure to repent ; 
But in the forty days so spent 
My rival wooed and won her. 





NOT A GREAT TRAVELER. 


OBBLE: I played poker re- 
cently where the limit was a 
cent and the ante a mill. Did you 
ever play such a small game? 
STONE: No. I never played 
at the Millionaires’ Club. 





USBAND: Jobson wanted 
to know to-day if you had any 
more of those muffins you made 
yourself, 
WIFE: Then you must ask him 
to tea again. 
HUSBAND: He said his doctor 
wanted to analyze one. 








A FOOT-BALL EDUCATION. 


HY, why, Johnnie,” said the elderly tourist, to a cow-puncher he 
had known in other days, “ what in the world are you doing out here 
in this wild country, wasting the college education your father paid so much 
for?” 
“Wasting my education! Why, man, that’s all you know about it. Wait 
till the camp declares a general drunk and watch me clean out the whole outfit. 
This is the only place where I can really utilize it.” 


66 





TAKING A MEAN ADVANTAGE. 
HAT do you do when your wife gets at you for coming home 
late?”’ asked the first deaf and dumb man. 
“Turn out the gas,” responded the other. 


BEEF RARE. 





‘And a man's foes shall be they of his own household.” 


CHARACTERS FROM THE HOUSEHOLD 
OF THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH. 


{ Only daughter of an old 

New England family. 
§ Of New York, rich and 
Joun FLEMMING, . .) twenty-four. 


Tue Bap Boy,. Tom Bailey. 


MarjyorigE Daw,. 





ScenE: The 
broad piazza of 
d an old colonial 
mansion, with 
gambrel roof 
and rambling extensions, 
at across-road near Rye, 
N. H. In ashady corner 
ahammockisswung 
and in ita girl, of 
eighteen, with gold- 
en hair and dark 
eyes, swaying ** like 
a pond lily in the 
golden afternoon.” 
In a wicker chair, 

very near the hammock, is JOHN FLEMMING. 

MARJORIE Daw (éndignantly): To think 
that Mr. Aldrich dared to put it in the story 
that there wasn’t any colonial mansion, any 
piazza, any hammock, any Marjorie Daw ! 

JOHN FLEMMING: I believe that he was in 
league with Delaney, who must have been in 
love with you himself, to throw me off the 
track and make me give up the search for the 
ideal woman I loved. 

MARJORIE (confidently): They don’t know 
how steadfast you are, dear. 

JOHN (trying to appear modest): It was 
not ¢hat¢ exactly. I knew prosaic, old Delaney 
too well to believe that he could invent a girl 
like you out of whole cloth. I wassure that he 
had an original in his mind’s eye. SoI took 
rooms at the Surf House, and drove all the 
roads and bye-ways around Rye till I found 
you. 

MARJORIE (with beaming face) : 
is better than Mr. Aldrich’s story ? 

JOHN (flattering): He did not do you half 
(The hammock swings conveniently 


And ¢his 


justice. 
near). 

MARJORIE: But I like Mr. Aldrich and his 
stories very much, John, and you must, too. 
He often comes down this way to Stillwater to 
call on the Shackfords. You know he wrote 
a book about them and that awful murder 
case ? 

JOHN (recollecting): Oh, yes, ‘‘ The 
Stillwater Tragedy.” Read it when I was 
laid up with my lame leg; knew Durgin 


would be the real villain before he had spoken 
ten words. That is no kind of a detective 
story. If you want the real thing you ought 
to read ‘‘ The Leavenworth Case.” 

MARJORIE (severely): You New York men 
are such Philistines! Mr. Aldrich is a genuine 
man of letters. He would not stoop to detec- 
tive stories. He writes /¢terature. 


“JOHN, IF WE ARE TO BE HAPPY TOGETHER YOU 


New ENGLAND IDOLS.” 


JOHN (hedging): I don’t doubt it. But it 
took something more than mere literature to 
make me forget that my leg was aching. 

MARJORIE (with a tremble in her voice): 
John, if we are to be happy together you 
must never, zever speak lightly of my New 
England idols. 

JOHN (meekly): Allright, my dear, make a 
list of them and I'll worship the whole lot— 
Emerson, Longfellow, Hawthorne, Lowell, 
Whittier, Holmes, Aldrich. 

MARJORIE (cutting in): Stop, stop! Don’t 
mention anybody else in the same breath ! 

JOHN (curtly): Amen! 
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(A five minutes’ indignant silence, and an 
affectionate reconciliation). 

MARJORIE (én her instructive manner): If 
you are really and truly sorry, you must learn 
to appreciate Aldrich fully as I do. 

Go ahead, please! I 


JOHN (resignedly) : 
am in a receptive mood. 

MARJORIE (laying down the law): You 
must understand first then that New England 
women have a great admiration for Aldrich’s 
work, because so much of it deals with New 
England people and scenery. 

JOHN (who has been allowed to smoke): 
Queer, isn’t it? You are never tired reading 
and writing about yourselves. Now in New 
York most of the men and women I know 
would rather read anything else than a New 
York novel. 

MARJORIE (focnted/y) : 
them worth reading. 

JOHN (rising to the occasion on "rings o 
smoke): 1am not so sure of that. There are 
Bunner, Janvier, Bangs, Hibbard, Matthews, 


There are so few of 


MUST NEVER, NEVER SPEAK LIGHTLY OF MY 


Hopkinson Smith, Mrs. Harrison, Mrs. Cruger 
—each of them has written a good story or two 
about New York. But we don’t make so much 
ado about that sort of thing as you do. We 
have a host of other things to interest us. 

MARJORIE: Oh, I knowall that. You are 
rank materialists, and are never worth much 
till you marry New England girls. (Coguet- 
tishly) It isn’t a bad combination. 

JOHN (admiringly): You bet it isn’t! 

MARJORIE (confidently) : What fun I'll have 
spiritualizing you! To go back to the Aldrich 
cure. You'll begin by reading ‘‘ The Queen of 
Sheba.” It’s a love story, and perhaps you 
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are in a mood to appreciate it. Such a charm- 
ing story, too! 

JOHN (who knows a great deal more than 
he lets on): Letmesee? (Puff, puff). Oh, 
yes—I remember that—girl escapes from a 
lunatic asylum, meets the hero in a country 
Interval. 
Scene shifted to Switzerland—same man, same 
girl, minus the lunacy. Love with intensity, 


lane, and claims him for her own. 


but made bitter by the apprehension of a return 
of the aforesaid madness. Slow fever, death- 
bed scene, except the coup de grace, miraculous 
recovery. Wedding bells. Curtain. (Puff, 
puff). Sweet, isn’t it ? 

MARJORIE: Youare a provoking old cynic, 
and you must not spoil my favorite stories. 
‘* The Queen of Sheba” is a beautiful idyl, 
told with such poetic delicacy that all the things 
you have suggested are merely the frame work 
for perfect prose and charming sentiment. 

JOHN (repentant): I know it, my dear. 
Aldrich is an artist in words. (Confessing his 
duplicity): 1 often read his poetry—over and 
over again for the crystal beauty of it. There 
is never a halting foot, never a stumbling 
rhyme. I always feel when I have finished a 
poem that he has done it, once for all—polished 
it to the final comma. 

MARJORIE (gushingly): You dear fellow— 
I am not to marry a Philistine after all. 

JOHN (teasingly): Well, I’m not so sure 
of that. I draw the line at ‘‘ Baby Bell.” As 
a profane friend of mine often says— ‘‘ no dead 
kids in my literature, please.” 

MARJORIE (wiping her eyes): Why will 
you say such disagreeable things—just when I 
begin to hope for you. 

JOHN (making tt up): Ican’t help a little 
chaff now and then, you know. You may 
praise ‘‘ Wyndh-~ Towers,” ‘‘ Spring in New 
England,” ‘‘ Friar _ xrome” and ‘ Pepita,” all 
you wish, and I’li__ ree with you. 

MARJORIE (brightening): Why those are 
his very best poems. You really have some 
discernment. 

JOHN (self-satisfied): Even a New York 
man knows a good thing of its kind when it 
comes his way. When I read Aldrich I think 
of rare cameos and intaglios. 


MARJORIE: There is less of handiwork and 


more of natural beauty in my impression. I 
think of an opal where the richest tints and 


colors play. Yqu will see nothing finer in the 
great arch of the sky when the aurora waves 
over it. All that beauty is caught and 
imprisoned in this little gem. 

JOHN (aside refiectively): 1 suppose that 
when you really arouse a New England girl, 
you find a poet. (Zo Marjorie). But you 
have never mentioned the best story of all 
from a man's point of view—‘‘ The Story of a 
Bad Boy.” 

MARJORIE: Girls don't care to read about 
the pranks of bad boys. We suffer enough 
from them in real life. (4 handsome man on 
horseback turns up the driveway toward the 
house). Why, there is the original Bad Boy 


- LIFE - 


now! Don’t you know Thomas Bailey, of, 
New York, stopping at the Surf House, the 
distinguished politician and editor? (Greet- 
ings and introductions when Bailey has 
dismounted). ‘Ve were speaking of you. Mr. 
Flemming thinks your biography the best of 
Mr. Aldrich’s novels. 

BAILEY (despairingly): Can I never live 
down that awful tale of my youth! Some 
people really believe that I did all those things. 
I think I should have been nominated for 
Governor last June, if a rival paper had not 
unearthed what it called my ‘‘ Terrible Record 
as a Boy in Rivermouth.” 

FLEMMING (/aughing): Iremember! But 
I heard a dozen men at the club declare that 
they would like to have a chance to vote for 
the original of the Bad Boy. They one and 
all looked on you as the friend of their youth. 
I haven’t any doubt that every winter a wave 
of midnight explosions sweeps over the villages 
of this country. It means that the next crop 
of boys has been reading ‘‘ The Story of a Bad 
Boy.” Don’t you know that it is passed along 
from crop to crop of village boys, with ‘‘ Tom 
Brown” and ‘‘ Verdant Green?” That is the 
true immortality for an author. There are 
no books one loves so much and so long, no 
authors one remembers so kindly as those one 
read and delighted in when young. 

BAILEY (wth mock earnestness): Then 
I’m condemned to go down to posterity as the 
terror of good parents and correct school 
teachers. I am even mistrusted by the village 
police everywhere ! 

MARJORIE (cutting in): But the village 
girls won’t love you the less for it. 

FLEMMING (judiciously): Aldrich did one 
very fine thing with ‘‘ The Story of a Bad 
Boy’’—he annihilated the prig in American 
juvenile literature for a generation. 

MARJORIE: And that’s almost as good as 
being the delightful poet that he is. (A mad 
appears at the doorway). And now we'll 
have a cup of tea in the library. 

(Exeunt). 

Droch, 
NEW BOOKS. 


OM AND THE MONEY KING. By W.O. 
Stoddard. St. Paul: The Price-McGill 
Company. 

In Various Moods. By M. A. B. Evans. 
York and London: G. P. Putnam’s Sons, 
By Clo. Graves, B. L. Far- 
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott 


New 


Seven Xmas Eves. 
jeon and others. 
Company. 

Some Artists at the Fair. By Frank D. Millet, 
J. A. Mitchell, Will H. Low, W. Hamilton Gib- 
son, Hopkinson Smith. New York: Charles 
Scribner’s Sons. 

Nibsy’s Christmas. By Jacob A. Riis. 
York: Charles Scribner’s Sons. 

The Seeker in the Marshes and Other Poems. 
J Daniel L. Dawson. Philadelphia: Rees 

elsh and Company. 

Picciola. By X.B. Saintine. 
Appleton and Company. 

A Woman of Forty. By Esmé Stuart. 
York: D. Appleton and Company 

The Delectable Duchy. By‘*Q.” New York 
and London: Macmillan and Company. 

St. Nicholas, 1893. Two volumes. New York: 
The Century Company. 


New 


New York: D. 


New 





A COLD, CALCULATING VILLAIN. 








INCOMPATIBLE. 


IXTH AVENUE DRAY HORSE: 

Everyone is poking fun at you. 

Why don’t you get up and say some- 
thing for yourself ? 

FIFTH AVENUE STAGE HORSE 
Honest, Jack, in the words of the poet, 
“you'd scarce expect one of my age to 
be in public on the stage.” 


MODERN DEVOTION. 


‘© 7 OHN, get up. We really ought to 

J go to church.” 

“How’s the weather ?” 

“Too bad to drive.” 

“Then there won't be a ball game, 
either.” 

‘No. 

“Has the paper come ?”’ 

“Yes; it is only twenty pages to-day.” 

“Humph! Are we to dine out, or 
have company?” 

“ Not this Sunday.” 

“Has my new suit come?” 

“Yes, and my bonnet.” 

“ All right. Let’s go to church.” 


A BLUE PRINT—London Punch. 
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Alone stood brave Horatius, 
But constant still in mind 
Thrice thirty thousand foes before, 
And the broad flood behind 
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“Down with him!” cried false Sextus, 
With a smile on his pale face. 

‘Now yield thee,” cried Lars Porsena, 
‘Now yield thee to our grace.” 


ie 


ny i 


ii 


Y yr NNN 
7 {\) \ 
/ if i} \ | 


il 
! 


yi 
Mal Nila} 
Hi 


| A 
it\t (Hi 

I i MT 
iat 


7 


4 


il 


Ml 


WA iad 
Nh HAY 
A ea 
| 
Aa || 


i 
te 
HER g 


q 
i} 

{ 
} 1 


| 











192 


THE BACHELOR’S WILL. 


HERE was a jolly bachelor 
Who died at eighty-eight, 
And by his will the good man left 
The whole of his estate 
To women who had answered nay, 
When asked by him to wed, 
For he declared he owed to them 
The happy life he’d led. 
Helen W. Grove. 





IS ANYTHING MORE IGNORANT 
THAN A PROFESSIONAL 
MUSICIAN ? 

ROBABLY not. 

Some of the lower animals 
know less of music, but none possess so little general 
information. The ordinary American turtle, for instance, 
occasionally puts forth his head for purposes of observation, 
but the professional musician has no curiosity concern- 
ing matters beyond music and himself. Those topics 
which interest other men, politics, art, mechanics, 
business and current history, only bore him. He always 
prefers to talk of himself. When the conversation departs 
from that subject his attention wanders. Other musicians 
and their work interest him, because it all relates, more or 
less directly, to himself. He finds no enjoyment in reading 
unless it refers to his own performances, excepting, of 
course, adverse criticism upon other musicians. Beyond 
this literature has no charm. The result is that he acquires 
an ignorance on general subjects that is comprehensive and 
solid. To hear the praises of a rival is an exquisite torture. 

When he marries, he chooses the woman who displays the 
most thorough appreciation of his genius. 








THE PURPLE TRICK. 


LAMP post does not, 
in real life, sway to 
and fro like a sapling in a 
storm. Neither does the 
moon bob up and down, 
nor the sidewalk undulate like billows 
a of the sea, then rise and smite the 
,.~* traveler upon his face. Yet almost 
)\ =-*7S=— any person can achieve a condition 
Tie UL in which these things apparently 
»-,y, occur. And if, in this condition, he 
q maintains that they do occur, and 
accuses you of not seeing it from his 
point of view, he is, from his point of view, correct. But 
this person generally emerges from his confusion and admits 
that his point of view was erroneous. 






, 





- Lire 


In this he differs from the impressionist. The latter is 
still asserting that his point of view is the right one. To 
him the sky is still an emerald green, the trees and earth and 
sea are still purple and yellow, and all nature is a blinking 
discord. Human flesh is still to him a thing of streaks and 
blotches: of inconsiderate colors and unpleasant tricks. 

The present exhibit of the Society of American Artists 
has many pathetic examples of this persistence in an uncanny 
belief. The yellow and purple trick is here accepted in a 
serious spirit and given the place of honor. It makes a 
glaring, discordant exhibition, false and artificial, unless 
seen from the painter’s “ point of view.” Although these 
efforts are unpleasant to look at, and are hard to sell, it is 
easy to understand why the average painter should adopt 
that style of work with enthusiasm; It does away with the 
necessity for any knowledge of what is most difficult in art. 
To give a student a thorough art training and then have him 
turn out an impressionist would be very much like wasting 
one’s youth on harmony, thoroughbase and counterpoint, as a 
preparation to grinding a hand-organ. But this comparison 
is a trifle unjust, as the music from a good hand-organ has 
far more solid merit than any work the most skilful impres- 
sionist is likely to produce. 

This exhibit, with the exception of a few serious produc- 
tions by Messrs. Beckwith, Simmons, Thorne, Isham, Chase, 
Dumond and a few others, is composed of these purple and 
yellow efforts, with hardly a painting that shows any solid 
work either in composition, drawing, perspective, values or 
color. They are distinctly “impressions.” 

If they are honest impressions, the perpetrators should 
consult an oculist. J. A. M. 





A FAIR READER. 


°© 1S this the library ?” asked a large and imposing looking 

woman, as she drew majestically up to the desk and 
surveyed the man behind it critically through a pair of gold 
mounted lorgnettes. 

“ Yes, madam.” 

‘Ts this where people take out books to read?” 

“tis,” 

“]T want to take out a book,” she said deliberately, and 
with a strong emphasis on the personal pronoun. 

The librarian informed her that the payment of five 
dollars would admit her to that privilege, whereupon she 
took out a well-filled purse, and produced from it the money. 

“ And now what book do you want?” asked the librarian, 
after he had given her a member’s ticket. 

‘* Oh, I don’t know. I read some books last winter that I 
liked pretty well—they were by an author,” she added as an 
after thought. 

‘Do you remember the name?” 

“No, I can’t remember the name; except that it wasn’t 
Mrs. Southworth.” 

The librarian, while admitting that this narrowed the list 
considerably, could not regard it as closely descriptive. 

“Do you remember the titles of any of the books?” he 
asked. 

















‘* DON’T SPEAK TOO HASTILY. 


‘*T SAW HIM TREAT A LADY SHAMEFULLY ON A STREET CAR TO-DAY. 





PERHAPS SHE WAS HIS WIFE.” 


HE DESERVED A COWHIDING,.” 











“ What they was called. 
mostly love stories.” 
The librarian was still at a loss. 


“Oh, well, never mind. Just you pick me out something to 
read. There must be some books worth reading on them 


shelves,” said the lady, as she raised her 
lorgnettes again, and glanced at the backs 
of the one hundred and _ twenty-five 
thousand volumes stacked up in serried 
rows in the inner rooms. 

“ Certainly; what sort of a book would 
you care for?” 

“Oh, I don’tknow!” Then she asked 
with the air of having tried to recollect 
something, and at last succeeded. ‘“ Has 
George Elliot written anything new, 
lately ?” 

“Not for publication,” answered the 
librarian, with a guarded smile. 
has been dead some years.” 
“That can’t be possible, or I should 


Oh, dear, no! but they was 


“She -- 


lady, patronizingly. 
mind. 


And she turned 





_ 





THE MEETING OF THE WATERS, 


have heard of it, for we are a very literary family,” said the 


“No doubt you are mistaken, but never 


I will call again when there is someone here who 
knows something about the books.” 


and swept complacently out, leaving the 
librarian in a state of dazed amazement. 
Harry Romazne. 


A NEGLECTED EDUCATION. 


ISS BEANLEIGH,” said the 
sweet Philadelphian to the fair 
Bostonian, ‘‘ do you like scrapple ?”’ 
“Scrapple? Scrapple?”’ queried the 
fair Bostonian. ‘I never heard of him ? 
What has he written?” 


¢ 


LL the lovely girls appear to be 

getting engaged. It seems as if 

they had found leisure in Lent to attend 
to it. 









A MODERN FARCE. 


HE particular importance of the 
production of ‘“ Love’s Extract,” 

at the Fifth Avenue last week, was the 
possibility it involves of 
the establishment of another 
stock company in New York. 
“Love’s Extract” is one 
of those dodging, three-act 
farces so dear to the hearts 
of our transatlantic brethren. 
It is an adaptation from the 
French, and its origin is only 












thinly disguised by Ameri- 
canizing the names of _ the 
characters and locating the scene 
in New York. The fun hinges 
on the existence of a secret door 
between the flats of two French 
actresses and the complications 
which arise from the shifting of 
their numerous lovers in cases of emergency. This is 
increased by the introduction of a straight-laced New 
England family as the tenants of one of the flats. 

The trouble with these plays is that the fun palls after 
an act ortwo. Without denying for a moment that ‘“ Love’s 
Extract” is funny, there remains the truth that towards the 
end it grows tiresome. Fun of this kind should be confined 
to one or, at the most, two acts. 

The crucial test of the Messrs. Rosenfeld’s experiment 
rests with the company. Judging by the first performance, 
it will need a large amount of weeding and training before it 
will meet the requirements of a metropolitan company for 
the performance of the class of plays which the Rosenfelds 
announce. It is evident that the company has been carefully 
rehearsed and that its members possess the vigor and vitality 
necessary to such plays as “ Love’s Extract;” but it is also 
evident that the company as a whole lacks polish and deli- 
cacy. The atmosphere of farce-comedy is too pronounced. 
The two ladies who are cast for the French actresses recite 
their lines, when they do not happen to forget it, in French 
dialect which any frequenter of Bleecker Street French res- 
taurants will recognize as being absolutely true to nature. 
Mr. Max Figman also has a prominent dialect part, the lan- 
guage he imitates being supposed to be Mexican. His dialect, 
if dialect it can be called, is something that should be talked 
into a phonograph and preserved as a warning to other 





OVERWROUGHT IMAGINATION. 
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misguided actors. The other members of the company are 
in no way remarkable. 

The bringing over of “ The Liliputians ” and Mme. Duse 
shows that the Rosenfeld brothers are courageous as well as 
enterprising managers. Their attempt to establish another 
stock company here deserves respectful consideration and 
all the encouragement its merits deserve. The first produc- 
tion by such a company can hardly be taken as a fair test of 
its future accomplishment, but it looks to us as though these 
gentlemen had selected rather rough material from which to 
expect very finished results. A good company is not gathered 
nor trained in a day, and it is to be hoped that the Rosenfelds 
will have the persistence to bring their venture to a success- 


ful issue. 
* *x ae 


Bape rare bird in this climate,a Shakesperean play, is 
to be seen at Abbey’s. It is Mr. Stuart Robson’s 
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‘‘ AND DO YOU FIND MARRIAGE SO VERY ELEVATING ?” 
‘* EXTREMELY SO. SINCE I HAVE BEEN MARRIED I HAVE LIVED ON THE EIGHTH FLOOR.” 








production of the “Comedy of Errors,” which is well known 
as a thoroughly enjoyable and mirth-provoking performance. 
* * * 


HE shade of Lester Wallack may well wear mournful 
lineaments. The thought of his favorite ‘‘ Rosedale” 
being performed by a Boston company in his own theatre 
might even make it shed material tears. 
Metcalfe. 





HE WANTED TO KNOW. 


ONDERFUL country!” exclaimed the Kansas 
man. ‘ Why, when I moved out here it was 
forty miles to Brown’s, my nearest neighbor.” 
“« And how far is it to Brown’s now ?”’ put in the Eastern 
man. 


ISS GUSH: Oh, Colonel, just look at those magnifi- 
cent elms. Iam sure you love trees. 
COLONEL BLANK: Dearly, Miss Gush. I learned to 
love them during the war. 


AFFINITY. 


N cycles past, when here on earth before, 

I met and wooed a maid, the sweetest maid, 
With face so like to thine, and smile as sweet, 
And deep brown eyes, that beamed as bright 
As those that window forth thy soul, 

And steal away my heart and peace of mind. 


I wooed her, soon to lose her, how I know not, 

And ever since have sought her, far and wide, 
Feeling that I would know her, and she, me; 

Full oft have thought 1 saw her coming, 

And, with glad rush, sprang forth to meet her, 

To find, on nearer look, that ’twas some other soul, 
And, saddened, turned to seek again, for her, my own. 


But O, glad thought! when, in this latest life, 

Mine eyes first met thine own, my heart stood still, 
Then sang, and sang again, ‘‘’Tis she, ’tis she, at last,” 
And clear thy spirit answered back ‘‘’Tis thee at last.” 
Our quest was done. 
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SOME LITERARY QUESTIONS. 


S Thomas Hardy nowadays ? 
Is Rider Haggard pale ? 
Is Minot Savage ? Oscar Wilde ? 
And Edward Everett Hale ? 


Was Laurence Sterne ? was Hermann Grimm ? 
Was Edward Young ? John Gay ? 

Jonathan Swift ? and old John Bright ? 
And why was Thomas Gray ? 


Was John Brown ? and was J. R. Green ? 
Chief Justice Taney quite ? 

Is William Black ? R. D. Blackmore ? 
Mark Lemon? H. K. White ? 


Was Francis Bacon lean in streaks ? 
John Suckling vealy ? Pray, 

Was Hogg much given to the pen ? 
Are Lamb’s Tales sold to-day ? 


Did Mary Mapes Dodge just in time ? 
Did C. D. Warner ? How ? 

At what did Andrew Marvell so ? 
Does Edward Whymper now ? 


What goodies did Rose Terry Cooke ? 
Or Richard Boyle beside ? 

What gave the wicked Thomas Paine, 
And made Mark Akenside ? 


Was Thomas Tickell-ish at all ? 
Did Richard Steele, I ask ? 


Tell me, has George A. 
Did William Ware a mask ? 


Does Henry Cabot Lodge at home ? 
John Horne Tooke what and when ? 


Is Gordon Cumming ? 


Cabled his friends again ? 


AN Italian organ-grinder recently escaped a fine by his wit. 
before the house of an irascible old gentleman, who furiously and amid wild gesticulatiogs 
The Italian stolidly stood his ground and played on, anda 
At the court the magistrate asked him wi 


ordered him to move on. 
last was arrested for causing a disturbance. 
he did not leave when he was requested. 

‘*Me no understan’ mooch Inglese,” 


the magistrate. 
‘¢] tink he come to dance, 


” 


was the reply. 
‘* Well, but you must have understood by his motions that he wanted you to go,” sii 


was the rejoinder.—Roselea/. 


Sala suit ? 








Has G. W. 
Good Housekeeping, 


He had been playing 





national News Company, 


London, E. C., England, AGENTS 


For vale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. — 
Bream’s Building, Chancery 


“The Inter- 
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Se ona ~ EUROPEAN AGENTS—Mesers, Brentano, 87 Avenue de Opera, 
Saarbach’s News Exchange, 1 Clarastrasse 
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IT IS BCONOMY 

TO BUY THB BEST. 
Columbias are built tc last. Riders know this; 
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tending purchaser 
of a wheel. 
Our catalogue for 
1894 shows a line of 
wheels all newly de- 
rr signed, which for attractive- 
ness excel any bicycle ever 
offered. It is free at our agencies, or we mail it 
for two two-cent stamps. 


POPE MFC. CO., 
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A Gastronomical Fact. 


The truth of Lord Stowell’s maxim, that 
“dinner lubricates business,’ depends very 
much on where you take your man to dine. 
Take him into the beautiful Colonial dining- 
room of the St. Denis Hotel, Eleventh street 
and Broadway, and give him such a dinner as 
a generation of experience enables them to set 
before you, and your business is half accom- 
plished before you begin to talk about it. 
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CELEBRATED HATS, 


—AND— 
Ladies’ Round Hats and Bonnets 
And The Dunlap Silk Umbrella. 

178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, bet. 22d & 23d Sts. 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St. 

NEW YORK. 

Palmer House, Chicago. 914 Chestnut St., Phila. 

(2 Agencies in all Principal Cities. 
Gold Medal Awarded, Paris Exposition, 1889. 








At this season the winds are es- 
pecially harsh and make one’s skin 
dry and hard, producing roughness, 
chaps, etc. There is no remedy like 


Lettuce Cream 


to soften, heal and delicately per- 
fume the'skin. It leaves no greasy 
or sticky feeling, and gloves may be 
immediately worn. After Shav- 
ing it is a luxury. 
SAMPLE FREE 
LETTUCE CREAM CO., 
114 Fifth Ave., New York. 
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The ‘‘Hoffman House” 
Bouquet Cigar. 


On sale at all Popular Clubs, Cafes, Hotels 
and by dealers generally. 
if your dealer does not keep them, order 
direct from The Makers, 


‘‘THE HILSON CO.,” 


Cor. 39th St. and First Ave., = 


NEW YORK. 





Misses’ and Children’s 
Garments. 


We invite particular at- 
tention to our display of 
new Spring Garments of 
every description, for 


Misses’, Children’s and 
Infant’s wear. 
Ladies’ Houseand Bath 


Wrappers; Fine Muslin 
Underwear, imported 
and domestic makes; 
Silk Skirts, Corsets. 

This department is on 
the Broadway side of our 
Second Floor. 


James McCreery & Co., 


Broadway and 11th St., 
NEW YORK. 





TYPEWRITERS. 


Unprejudiced advice given. All makes half 
price. Shipped anywhere for examination. 
Exchanging a Specialty. Monthly payments. 
52-page catalogue free. 


TYPEWBITER t 45 Liberty St., New York. 
HEADQUARTERS, 186 Monroe St., Chicago. 

















Reduced size The ‘*Wave.”’ Ask for ti 


finest Die 
ever produced 
Gold and 
ling Silver. 
“The Wave, 

‘* Leda and 
the Sway 

AND 
Yacht ‘‘Vigila 
Match Boxes. 
The “Sat 
and Nympls 
Cigarette Cas. 





Patent applied for. 


If your Jewd 
does not keep them, address, 


CLARENOE W. SEDGWIOK, 


MANUFACTURER OF 
Rich Diamond, Pearl and Silver Jew 
11 East 20TH STREET, New YORK. 





MARY: What kin 
of a one ? 

Kitty (who has been bored): A will 
I should say. He's so difficult to keep fra 


the door.—Harfer’s Bazar. 


You call him a beast. 





Joseph P. McHugh & 


invite personal inspection 
of their 


Special Spring Importations 
- - forthe... 
Inexpensive Decoration of Coum 
Houses. 

Liberty 

Art 
Fabri 
(Cotton Stuffs.) 


French 
Wall 
Papers, 
(Cretonne Styles.) 


West 42d St.—at 5th Ave. 





t=" Wall Papers—Carriage free to all pa 
of the States. 





LEWIS 6. TEWKSBURY 


Banker, 50 Broadway, New York, 


Buys and sells Bills of Exchange on all parts of the wor 
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The First Step 


toward Consumption is xegdect. 
ness acquire consumption through zegéec¢, not inheritance. 
germs are not transmitted. 


Children with tendencies toward thin- 


The disease 


The zxherited tendenctes---that 1s, weak lungs, thinness or emacia- 
tion---are overcome by 


Scott’s Emulsion 


the Creain of Cod-liver Oil, the greatest known maker of lung tissue, 
healthy flesh and strength. It nourishes---creates a glow of health that is 
lasting. Growing children need it. Pyszczans, the world over, endorse it. 

Prepared by Scott & Bowne, Chemists, New York City. 








Druggists sell it. 
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_ to protect his orchards from the myriads of grass-hoppers. 


‘Lire * 
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YESTERDAY morning in Judge Cox’s private room at the courthouse a gathering of 
lawyers, newspaper men and bailiffs was awaiting the opening of the forenoon session of 
the criminal court and whiling away the time in a discussion of the Wagner murder case. 
Very soon a well-known young lawyer entered whistling ‘‘ Two Little Girls in Blue.” He 
whistled the hackneyed and shredded ditty through from beginning to end and was start- 
ing in to blow it over again, when he was suddenly interrupted by a court official, who 
looked up from a newspaper and asked the whistler, in a very earnest tone of voice : 
‘* Did you learn how much money was realized in the collections taken up at the theaters 
last night ?” 

‘* No, indeed,” was the reply. 
they going to do with the money ?” 

From behind the paper came the answer in gutterals : 
for the two little girls in blue.” 

Then there was profound silence, only broken by the whistling lawyer, who, with 
child-like innocence asked: ‘‘ What little girls are you talking about ?” 

An explosion of laughter followed and the whistler, remarking that he had eaten salt 
mackerel for breakfast, went out to the water cooler.—/ndianapolis Sentinel. 


‘*Didn’t know they took up collections. What are 


‘*Going to buy red dresses 


THE following conversation is reported to have lately occurred in Washington, D. C.: 

‘* John,” she said, after some silence. 

‘*What is it, my dear ?” 

‘*Men say that women talk a great deal, don’t they ?” 

‘*T believe they do.” 

‘* And they also think it proper to make jokes about her alleged difficulty in making 
up her mind.” 

“Te,” 

*¢ John ?” 

‘* Well, dear.” 

‘* Are there any women in Congress ?” 

‘* N-no.” 

‘* And yet, just look at it !"—New World. 


THE editor of a weekly journal lately lost two of his subscribers by accidentally depart- 
ing from the beaten track in his answers to correspondents. Two of his subscribers wrote 
to ask him his remedy for their respective troubles. No. 1, a happy father of twins, wrote to 
inquire the best way to get them safely over their teething, and No. 2 wanted to know how 
The editor framed his answers 
upon the orthodox lines, but unfortunately transposed their two names, with the result 
that No. 1, who was blessed with the twins, read, in reply to his query: ‘‘Cover them 
carefully with straw and set fire to them, and the little pests, after jumping about in the 
flames a few minutes, will speedily be settled.” While No. 2, plagued with grass-hoppers, 
was told to ‘‘give a little catsor oil, and rub their gums gently with a bone.”—£x. 


DURING the summer of 1863, while the hospitals at Canton, Miss., were crowded with 
sick and wounded soldiers, the ladies visited them daily, carrying with them delicacies of 
every kind, and did all they could to cheer and comfort the suffering. On one occasion g 
pretty miss of sixteen was distributing flowers and speaking gentle words of encouragemej 
to those around her, when she overheard a soldier exclaim: ‘‘Oh, my Lord!” Stepping 
to his bedside to rebuke him for his profanity, she remarked : ‘‘ Didn’t I hear you call op 
the name of the Lord? I am one of his daughters. Is there anything I can ask him for 
you?” Looking up into her bright, sweet face, he replied : ‘‘ I don’t know but what there 
is.” ‘* Well,” said she, ‘‘ what is it?” Raising his eyes to hers and extending his hand, 
he said: ‘‘ Please ask Him to make me his son-in-law.” —Defrott Free Press. 


A JUDGE, riding in the cars recently, from a single glance at the countenance of a 
lady by his side, imagined he knew her and ventured to remark that the day was pleasant, 
She only answered : 

**'Yes!” 

‘* Why do you wear a veil ?” 

‘* Lest I attract attention.” 

‘It is the province of gentlemen to admire,” replied the gallant man of la . 

‘* Not when they are married.” 

‘* But I am not.” 

‘** Indeed !” 

‘Oh, no! I’ma bachelor!” 

The lady quietly removed her veil, disclosing to the astonished magistrate the face of 
his mother-in-law. The judge has been a raving maniac ever since.—Soston Courier, 





A younG ‘ Toulousain,” who had left his native city to study medicine in Paris, and 


had been applying his time and the paternal remittances to a very different purpose, "> 


recently received a visit from his father, who intended making a short stay in the capitol 
to inspect its wonders. During an afternoon strool together, the day after the elders 
arrival, the father and son happened to pass in front of a very large colonnaded building. 

‘* What is that ?” said the senior, carelessly. 

‘*T don’t know, but we'll ask this sergeant de ville,” replied the student. 

On the query being put, the official curtly and distinctly remarked: ‘That? The 
School of Medicine.”—Gadignanz. 


A FEW years ago, when it was the custom for the groom to kiss the bride at the alte 
after the marriage ceremony, a young lady made a very laughable remar]-. It was on th 
occasion of a cousin’s wedding in one of New York’s most fashiona le churches, ail 
when the happy man kissed his bride, this young lady exclaimed quick'y to a neighbor, it 
a shocked voice : 

‘*T didn’t know it was kistomary to cuss the bride!"—Harfer’s Bazar. 


‘*T-aM told that you are actually studying Italian.” 

‘Yes. Didn’t-you know ? I have now been at it six months under a master.” 

‘* With any marked success ?” 

‘*Oh, certainly. He is beginning to talk German fairly well.”—Fvegende Blatter. 


HE: I can’t afford to give you that fifty-dollar bonnet. 
SHE: You can’t afford not to give itto me. If you don’t I’ll take up one hundre 
dollars’ worth of your time bothering you for it.—W. Y. Herald. 








Widow 
Watkins 
Nearly Died 


— eos headaches. She com- 
ained and moaned, and in three 
seer aida doctor...... $90.00 
And while she was complaining and 
suffering she took medicine con- 8.60 
stantly. The medicine cost.......... 10. 
ad ———— were no better + pre 
than before, and to get no relief she 
had paid ee ee 108.60 
Then she bought a box of Ripans 
Tabules at the drug store. The first 
one cured her headache in fifteen 
minutes, and she was well in three 
a le Ree 
and she has four little bottles of the 
Tabules still on hand. 

It will thus be seen that it cost 
her $108.10 more to be sick than to 
be well. 


R-I-P-A-N-S TABULES 


cure any illness resulting from a disordered 
digestion, and in nine cases out of tena single 
one will bring substantial relief in half an hour. 
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In Design, Workmanship, Ma- 
terial, and Finish they are 


BEST. 


SEND FOR CATALOGUE. 


REMINGTON ARMS COMPANY, 


313-315 Broadway, 


Ripans Tabules are for sale by 
druggists generally at 50 cents per 


box. By mail without extra charge. 


NEW YORK. 
RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 





10 Spruce St., New York. 
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If you wish the old original quality ot 
Rogers spoons, forks, knives, etc., accept 
only those which are stamped 





The question “will they wear?” need 
never be asked if your goods bear this 


It costs 
buy you 


“Kay 


trade-mark, as it guarantees the quality-P you rece 


For sale by dealers everywhere. the tip 
Meriden Britannia Co., Thes 

Penn Meriden, Conn. : 
Orange Spoon New York, 208 Fifth Ave. & 1128-1130 B’way (new location) 
Chicago; San Francisco; Hamilton, Ont.; London, Englan we 
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Step softly ‘neath 
trees, 
This is the work of fairy folk, 
Pines whispered in the Summer 
breeze, 
Then fell before the flame’s decrees— 


And now here grow the oaks! 


these budding 


Blackened and grim the earth lay bare, 
And men looked with pitying 
eyes— 
But tiny hands cast acorns there, 
And a quick growth of oak trees 
fair 
Sprang up in glad surprise. 


A marvel say you? Ah! not so— 
The fairies wiser far than we 
This truth of truths must ever know: 
That strength and grace e’en here 
below 
Come from the tall pine-tree. 


* And in our homes, as on the hills, 
Beauty of face and form may dwell— 
The balsam of the Pine distills, 
When Packer’s Tar Soap guards from ills, 
And o’er us casts its spell. 


Father: Now, JIMMIE, I’M GOING TO GIVE YOU A HARD THRASHIN’. DYE 
WANTER KNOW WHAT FOR? 
Son; Nossir, I DON’T, COS IF YOU TELLS ME WHAT FUR THEN I’M GOIN’ TO 


SAY I HAIN’T DUN IT, ’EN YOU’LL LICK ME TWICET AS HARD FUR LYIN’ ABOUT IT. 
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Next to a Pretty Face 
is a Pretty 
Hand 








It costs money to be well gloved, but you can save a great deal if you 
buy your Gloves Guaranteed. When you buy the 


“Kayser Patent Finger-Tipped Silk Gloves” 


you receive a Guarantee Ticket which is good for another pair Free, if 
the “ tips” wear out before the Gloves. 
These Gloves received the two 
highest awards 
Medal and Diploma 
at the 
World’s Fair Exposition. 


WE 6000 080O02580880888O8888888 


If your Dealer hasn’t them, write to 
JULIUS KAYSER, New York. 











EASTER EXHIBIT. 
‘[ he Gorham M’f’g Co. 


direct attention to their special Exhibit 
made preparatory for EASTER. 

The various displays of Silver Easter Gifts, 
Wedding Presents, Church Ware, Silver Jew- 
elry and Leather Goods, will be found as. 
interesting to students of art. objects as to 


intending purchasers. 


VISITORS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME, 


GORHAM MFG CO. 


SILVERSMITHS, 


Broadway and Nineteenth Street, 
New York. 















j F, FREE BOOKS FOR CHEWING 


© Primley's California Fruit Chewing Gum, 


the PUREST and SWEETEST thing ON EARTH. All dealers sell it; take no other. 
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RIMLEY 5: 
Free library *. 


Send five outside wrappers of either California Fruit or California Pepsin 
Chewing Gum and two 2-cent stamps, and we will send you any one of our 


1700 FINE BOOKS. 


List of Books Sent Free. 
A FEW SAMPLE BOOKS. 


The Spy—J. Fenimore Cooper; Oliver Twist—Charles Dickens; The Greatest 
Thing in the World—Prof. Drummond; The Vicar of Wakefield—Oliver 
Goldsmith; She: A History of Adventure—H. Rider Haggard; The Alham- 
bra—Washington Irving; Under the Deodars—Rudyard Kipling ; The Last Days 
of Pompeii—Sir Bulwer Lytton; Foul Play—Charles Reade; Treasure Island— 
Robert Louis Stevenson; The Golden Lion of Granpere—Anthony Trollope; The 
Tour of the World in 80 Days—Jules Verne. 


For ten cents and two outside wrappers we will mail you one elegant pack of our Souvenir 


Playing-Cards. 
J. P. PRIMLEY, Chicago, Ill. 
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